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the same time hallooing and hooping as if a conquered
foe was flying before him.
No sooner did Joseph Andrews perceive the distress
of his friend when first the quick-scenting dogs attacked
him than he grasped his cudgel in his right hand, a
cudgel which his father had of his grandfather, to whom
a mighty strong man of Kent had given it for a present
in that day when he broke three heads on the stage.
It was a cudgel of mighty strength and wonderful art,
made by one of Mr. Deard's best workmen, whom no
other artificer can equal; and who hath made all those
sticks which the beaus have lately walked with about
the park in a morning. But this was far his master-
piece; on its head was engraved a nose and chin which
might have been mistaken for a pair of nut-crackers.
The learned have imagined it designed to represent the
Gorgon: but it was in fact copied from the face of a
certain long English Baronet of infinite wit, humour,
and gravity.
No sooner had Joseph grasped his cudgel in his hands
than lightning darted from his eyes; and the heroic
youth, swift of foot, ran with the utmost speed to his
friend's assistance. He overtook him just as Rockwood
had laid hold of the skirt of his cassock, which being
torn, hung to the ground; which Joseph no sooner
perceived than he levelled his cudgel at his head, and
laid him sprawling. Jowler and Ringwood then fell
on his great-coat, and had undoubtedly brought him
to the ground, had not Joseph, collecting all his force,
given Jowler such a rap on the back that quitting his
hold he ran howling over the plain. A harder fate re-